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The Hiftorie 

The very bottome andche fbule of hope, 

The very lift,the very vtmoft bound 
Ofall our fottunes. 1 
Doug . Faith.and lo we fhould, 

Where nowremaines afweetreuerfion, 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of whät tis to come in, 
Acomfortofretircmentliucsinthis. ; . i. 

Per. A randeuous,a home to flie vnto 
Ifthat the Diueland rriifchancelookcbig 
Vpon the maidcnhead ofour affaircs. 

Wer. But yet I would your father had bin heere; 

The quality and haire oföur attempt 
Brookes no deuifion,it will be thought 
By forne that kncw not whyhe is away, 

That wilédome,loialty,and meere diflike 
Ofourproceedingskepc the Earle from hencc, 

And thinke how luch an apprchenfion 
May turne the tide offeare fall få dtion. 

And breed a kin d of queftion in dur caulé: 

For wcl you know wc oftheoffring fide 
Muft kecpe aloofefrom ftriél arbitrcment, 

And ftopal fight-holes euery loope from whence 
The eie ofrcalon may prie in vpon 
This abfcnce ofyour fathers drawes a curtain 
Thatfhcwes the ignorant a kind offearc 
Bcföre not drcamt of. 

Ter. You ftraine toofar. 

I rather ofhis abfence make this vfe. 

It lends a luflre and morc grcat opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprife 
Thcn ifthe Earle werc here,fbr men mufl thinke 
If we without his helpe can make a fiead 
T o pufh againfl a kingdomc,wkh his helpe 
We fbaloreturne ittopfieturuy down, 

Yiet all goes welfyet all our ioints are wholé. 

Doug, As hart can thinke,thereisnotfuch a Word 
Spoke ofin Scotland as this tearme offearc, 

Sntcrftr Rr.Vtrnon. 
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Per, 


efBenrie thefourth, 

Ter. My eoofen Vernon,wc|com byroyföule^ r 
Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome lord, 
The Éatlc of Wcftmcrland feuen thonfand ftrong 
js matchinghetherwardSjWith himprincc Iohn. 

Ter. Noharme,whatmoref 
Ver. And furchcr I haue learnd, 

The Kinghimfelfe in perfon is fet forth, . 

Or hetherwards intcnded fpeedily 
With ftrong and mighty preparadon. . 

Het, He Ihal be wclcome too: where is his fonne? 
The nimble footed madcap prince of W^les, 

And his Cumradcs that dafc the world afide 
Andbiditpaflc? 

Ver. Allfumifhtal in Armesr 
All plumde like Eflridges that with the wind 
Baitcd like Eagles hauing latcly bathd, 

Glittering in golden coates like images. 

As ful offpirit as the month ofMav, 

And gorgeous as thefunne at Midfomer: 

Wanton as youthful goatcs,wild asyoung buls, 

/faw yong Harry with his beuer on. 

His eufbes on his thighsgallancly armde, 

Rife from the groundlike feathered Mercury, 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feat. 

As if an Angel drop downfrom the douds, 
Toturneand wind a fiery Pcgafus, 

And witch the world with noble horiémanflup, 
Hijf.No morc,no more,worfé thcn the fun in March, 
This praifc doth nourifh agues,let them come, 

Thcy come like facrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyd maide offmoky war. 

Al hot and blceding will we offer them, 

The mailed Mars fhal on his altars fic 
Vp to the eares in bloud.I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizal is fo nigh. 

And yet notou»:Comc let me taft my horfe, 

Whois to bearc me like a thundetbolt, 

Againft the bofomc ofthcPtincc of Wales, 

H 2. 


■imM 

-milt 
: '5 'O 

J ' 


Harry 



















































































